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BEEY are & enuoy lot=ihose Emplre
! "Phentre Bobemians. They are not
only sducy, but ther are devilish,
dontéherknow. The men are pos-
sessedl with the wild, unhallowed Insoucl-
ance of the tabby tomeat, and the women
gwn the desperately spangled chic of ths
New Ensland spinster at o masguarade
. They Indnlge in featbery badioage
that sounds ke “saxs” as they utter It
and occastonally fn fhe ferce lemonade
Intoxicatlon of thelr wit, yon feel that they
nre bout to Lecome what Ellzabeth Ann
Bellwood would call “very rude persous.’’

In “adapting” Hearl Murger's “Vie de
Bohome’—one of the mpst delighifol
Parisian cpterrainments yoo coull find—
Mz, Qlyde Firch was not daring cnonzh 1o
attionree Lo the publie what he really did.
He was iletarmined that people should
make ail discoveries withont hls assistance,
and this I am afrald that people will hot
@o. I thetefors feel It my hounden’ daty
to throw a little Hght npon & sizasily im-
portaut question of lncation. Mre Fleeh,
tinidly, reverenily, but antrothfully de
olaves that the scenes of his “‘Bohemia®
fake plade 1 Parls, with the exception of
she prologue, which is spoken In Durandin's
coutitry pisbe, near Parls,

It grloves me to call Mr Fiteh to order,
‘but it 1a my duty. I therefore fesriossly.
yot relucfantly, assert that the stenes of
thé Enpire’s “‘Bobemiz™ are not laid in
Tarls, But In Asbury Park, N. J. It wes g
darjug thing to do, but Mr. Fiteh did 1t 1
‘glihiost expected to note a Bradley trotilng
In to Mme. Bepolt's lodglng-longe, to apy
that nething nlcobolle had been smugsied
in, ond to loslzt that Miml and Rudolph
should hehave themsclves properly. My
Fiteh's Miml was an exquisitely saucy . 1it-
tle thing, aud qiite as reckless ag anybody
couldl be tn Ashury.. You eould Imugine
Sor tatiing untll at least 10 o’elock st night,
and theh reallng the Fanilly Story Paper
glond to Rudelph and the other Bohemians,
gitting in prim disorder over o lordly sarsi-
parilis=<cop. ‘with real, woblly pleces of ice

It :
?'And Musetté—vhat an Improvement she
was, Clyde-Pltched, to the Infectéd Murger
‘article, She hadii't half a dozen lovers, aod
VONRESyatese not to be bought for & new
wpene But she was just as bad as she
‘eould ba In Asbury Park. You ean't tell
/ me that she didn’t chew gum. T Enow bet-
ter, I'il gwonr that she did. She was a pert
Jittle  puss, but [t was the pertness of
Asbury Park that doesu't lnst long. You
know fall well that she will settle down
‘and kave seventesn children ns soon as yon
haye 16f¢ the Ewmpire, and that In “Ho-
hemin® Mr. Flteh photogmphed merely her
reckiess gnoments. Onee be caught her
. lsclng ber shoe, with ber foot elevated
on @ chair. T lesitate to speak of this epl-
sode, Becuuse [t is the only lmworsl iuct
dent ln “Bohemin.”” The decadent fashion
ndopted by some ladies (I use the term
“adies’ advisslly) of planting thefr foot
o & chilr while they fusten thelr boots
" 15 quite unworthy of Ashuiy. Better leave
the bogts foreven unfastened thun Jft
from the ground those portlons of the bi-
sman body that are bolit for contaet with
the earth. Yowever, T don't wish to heap
wonls of fire on Mr. Flteh's hesd. This
w88 the only fime Le reully erred, and—I
Cwant to put bin condoct in the best lght
possille—pothaps, even in Asbiiry, picls
lutyé bBeen known Lo plice thelr fest Iu

whnirs, In dny esse, o Ghair 18 not neddly |

08 high #4 mantelplece, Musette did not
put Ber fect o0 the manteipleca:

Phemle was ‘s trifle less rollieKing than
Mimi snd Musette. There wus fof a blot
on her proptiety. She nelther chgwed guin
ner laced her shoes anywhoere but on the
flopr. | Nor did she read perniclous Family
Btory Feper Uterature—all abont Ermyn-
trudes and Lancelots. She was n'nles,
guigt girl, with nc uonsense about her; a
ailden whe conld live In Asbury Park all
her Iife ‘yithout bringlng the Dlash of
shime to, the cheek of | fice:  The
Pryidlin Phesile of Murger would hpve
been unendurable on the Empire stage.

* Bhe wias a regular bod lot, a% they say .in
. the clxasivs, qnd kept house for any Tom,
- Digk or Hamry without even a hint or a

: on of a weddiag ring. o
L TEel's wmen were just a8 Asbury,
(s s women. Rudolph was o
clean Foung la-dl-da, who knew a good
| twenty-five-pent dluncr of skx eourses when
e saw one. You ovuld Imagine hlm at a
~Getianing soplsty discussing “What shall
e i ‘fﬂb otir girls? or “Are Woomers
Mumoral?” He Was poor, but strietly lion-
oty and he covetod Miml becanse hé felf
that she wonld make 4 good mother to biy
chilldren, Marcel, the pifater, was nnother
of the Eame stamp, though a trifie saucier.
He wore a brown velvet fncket to ndicate
. liis ealling, for on the stage an artlst with-
» out 8 brown eelvet facket [ as utterly
, atsurd) 3% a wionged Jady  without a
. black dress. Murctl probably painted
ayiphs Teom Asbore's bosch—sylphs cov-
. ered  from l:% 0 we In bBlie mee
4 pine propriety. Ak for Colline—well, e
he oily ehimeter out of the Asbury

pleture  And don't jmeglne for a
5] he was ln the Parisian tab-
‘Wis an abnormal type, a gort of
pel | hoozer, a tipsy coster, with
i gemospliere about his gt

5. wns not Mr. Flteh's fauie
lopl [of an Instunt thint Fheh
for: Wis Colline aoythlng move
M.

5 won't bal
o prescribed
i :lun_nlat

@fsnge phosphates.
qualniet with the rigors, of Ashury Park.

& F:‘wm aclor of hiY artisilo perception I
-__!Iamjlh.rp:ba(t that he edged hiv way Into
“Bokemia’ with suelt oo Inbermonions, ex-

sgzerated Deating.

thesa sancy peeple, with big, thick wedding
rings ns the dencusment. Flteh I8 the hope
and the gonl of the servants’ hall. If he
wers an Englisth writer all his herolies
would be dficheases, and all his Heroes
dukes or princes, or things of that sort.
He knows esactly what Susan Marla hud
Safah Jane demand. His Miml and Ro-
doiph were a tender, loving couple, who
woull sgueeze hands unider the table in
consummate bliss. Upper Broadway would
vote them mauadlin, but the Bowery would
dote opon thetm: They exuded an atmos-
phoré of Uving unbhoapplly ever afterwards
that was distinetly Irritating because oofi-
ventlonal,

In Murger's book poor Miml died n Ia
Marguerite Gaunthler, and the story of her
deitth was most pathetlenlly told, In the
Ewplre's “Bobemin,” Miml lived, thanks
to the bracing stmosphere of Asbury Payk.
Yoo koew shie was golng fo Jlve. She was
just the proveking sort of girl who would
llve and be unhappy ever afterwnred. 1t 1s
casy to Hmagite what the seguel to this
Asbury Park romatce would Lnve Deep. A
few years affer marringe this Miml wopld
Lnve resorted to the lefters coluwns of the
pewspapers, and you wonld probiably have
rend above the signatore of “Unhappy
Wife" eomething like the following: Wil
some of your mm.;em kindly tell a misera-
He woman how to live on §5 a week. T
have seven [Ittle sonw-ull boys—and moe
husband drinks, though hefore we wers
married he never took anything stronger
thitn lemonade, What cin n wretched wo
man'do? He loved, but was lured away."”

Considering the New Jérzey difflcultles
under -which he lubored, however, and the
cook-book sentimentality from which he is
always unnble to steer eléar, Mr. Fiteh in
“Pohemin” has written some very bright
and entertnining dinlogue, and he has lutro-
duced one of two breezy Incldents thut the
aundlence Inst Mondoy night enjoyed very
much. It 18 a pity that Fiteh does not
possess- the dramatic instinet. He onn walte
pefter and more polinhed HEnglish than, duy
other Ameriean playwright with the excep-
tlon of Bronson Howard. His wit Is also
goptnly. It s not the negro minstrel quip-
pery of Henry Guy Carleton, nor the laugh-
less lenden bumor of Augustus Thouhs.
Mr. Fitell Is an educated young man, soft-
ing wleft, but pnlled perpetually to cheap-
ness by Sarah Jane. Sarah Is the bitterest
enemy he has. She hangs on to his couat
tails, She says to him, “Give me2 o hergine
with violet eyos and a small walst, and a
fovely blg hero Wwith a sweeplng wus-
tache mud $30,000 a year” As a rule
Fitch doea this. T'M Jdo him the justice to
sy that he made a gallout effort Lo escape
with “Bohemin,” He tried bard to get to
the Quartier Latin In Paris, but—alss!—he
lunded ln Asbury Park, Fltcl lacks splue.
He Is all soft, spongy Doy, His humor ls
lost and his polist 15 dulled for want of the
baekbone upon whicl to display thetn,

As for the Emplre Stock Company—well,
| think you may have discoversd long De-
fore this that it is an organization that I
cherish. It is a company that the metirppo-
118 should feel proud of, but lts actors and
Actresses are not fitted to interpret a play
ke *“Bohemia.,” The good oll duys when
an actoir could play Hamlet one onight
and & fasceconiedy comedian the pext
nlght are dead and gone, T sy that they
were “good old dayd” becauyse it Is the fush-
jon to laud the times that are no more,
and I may as well be fashlonable. Manag-
tors are beginning to reallze the faet that
specinl plays demand specinl peaple. There

one—why your leading lady should lnvacie-
bly gét the prineipal part in every ploy yon
prodvee, slnply because she happens to be
your leading lndy. What conld bave been
more ubsurd than the speétacle of Vieln
Allefy gowlng as Murger's Mimi—ot even as
Clyde Piteh’s Miml  Miss Allen ls ent ont
for the role of @ gentlewoman orf a soclety
creature., She can play notling else. She
cannol give you evenl the falutest notion of o
Parislan grisette or an Asbury Park Mamle

swamped by “Bohemin'

Henry Miller, If be is designed for any-
thing at all, must be a stodgy hero in
a play with “sitnations.” My own ldea—
tlisugh T hesltate to exprass ft—is that Mr.
Afiller i& the actor par excellence for melo-
dmma. He wants somethihg to rescue. He
s scutely afflicted with rescus-manis, and
in & fiveact melodroma, bullt on “The
War of Wealth’ lines, he would “be coni-
pletely happy. Mr. Miller hus his admivers,
1'ye never met any of them, but sdil I
am convinesd thiat be hos them. You know
that there are sueh things as slent ad-
wivers, who let concealment, flke a worm
© the bud, prey on thelr dampsk choekd,

tmllt for “Bohemia,” or for anything of its

sham,
- -

Asthe coming wm-gmmlses Lo be a tet.r
light one, T atn galng to visit a number of
very prominent New York theatres, that I

of at leust & dozen New York playhonses of
the iaterior of which I am blandiy ignorant.
Stmnge to say, I have never been Inside of
Cuoary & Lelerer's mugnificent Wintor gay-
den, In Fortysccond street, meatlon of
which appears on all the fetter-hedds of the

hoodsome plighouse at Forty-second street
Land Lexington gveaue, The superb $800,560
areny, anpounced a long time ago by Rao-
doiph Aronson for erection ln Fifty-niuth
Streel, must be teady by {hls tlme, Thik
wis bullt ntter origlngl Parislan modals, and
I must buy wy tlekels

A strings yeamuing comes over me to ges
Nat Goodwin's theatre, which, I believe, Ix
somewhere on Broadway, betwesn Twents-

- > s
Ar, Fiteh wrote a glowing love story for.
LS - l r %

T

third and Thirty-thirg streets, and to take a

is no certhly reasop—except the traditionil

or Sadie. Bhe is hopelessly out of her alo-| gouldn't be g day less wi
ment In such pnrts, and she was uttterly® :nthnnlam? mmﬂm. It was

Those ure Miller's nidherents. ‘He {8 not)

ik, 'The same temarks will apply 1o Faver-

fing I have acver yot Inspocted, I have read

firm, Nor hiuve I $een Frank B. Murthu's.

G
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gnze at the sumptuous amusement temple
bullt on Thirty-fourth streot, by Neil Bur
gews, on the site where the chureh used to
be. Augustus Pitou is also the owner of a
playptionse which I have never seen, and
thiete are a couple of yory londly houses In
One Hundred dand Twenty-ifth  street,
whilch, I understand, have very serlously In.
terfered with the business of the Columbus
Theatre and the Harlem Opern House.
Megsrs, Gilmore & Tompkins's well-Enown
Selrque d'hiver’” Is, they tell me, sinply
"urnlng ‘ems away. 1 must find out
where It Is and go there,

Ag for J. M. Hill's Fifth Avenue Theatre
—{he pnly Pifth Avenue Theatre on Fifth
ayvenue—I] hear that Ie I8 not yet thoroughly
dry. I shall walt a wesek or two hefore go,
g there, What Is the gse of running the
riek of pnenmonia by eotering a half-com-
pleted theatre when there are go many good
sl playhonses that haove been standing for
at lesst two years? Tt Is too early yet to
talk of Irofossbhr Hervmatn's brand new
temple on
Centeal Park. Tts conteinplited eréctlon
was only nunounced' a few days ago, so
thera 18 no pse scheduling an evening there
before next Monday week. I understan
that they are worklug at it by night and
day—more partieniarly by nlght, T presume,
for nobody has seen the workimen.

There are a fow other pluyhouses un-
visited by me, but I can’t recall the names.
It lan't worth while trylug to do-'so, for
others wiil e announced shortly, It costs
€1.60 to bulld a theatve ob papor In New
York. 1 belleve you can pet thiee for §5
1f you go about it In the right way., Tt s
not very expensive, but (t Ia8 & folly,
ratlonn] fortm of amusement, very popular
between geasons. 1 antleipate at lenst
twenty new theatres during the coming
Snmumer. Maonagers generally huild them
on thefr return from Europe, It kills tine
during the tedlous transitlantle orosslug,
Oaly those managers who suffer from sea-
slelkiness foll to bulld theatres. Augustine
[_Jujy'ls A very bad traveller, and for that
retson hils sole playhouse I8 at Droadway
#udl Thirtieth street. Charles Frohman s
anotlier sufferer and comsequently canmot
Eet beyond the Empire. There Is a1 sen-
sick pure, however, that, If (nken roligious-
Iy for three days before salllug {rom Liver-
pool, will enable managers fo bulld all the
thentres they desire, during the journey
liome.

., 4

The “Romes and Jullet” epldenic s now
raping, and It is very catehing. The latest
Jullét 1= at Palmer's Theatre In the areh
and agreeable person of Julls. Marlowe,
Wwith u Taber wedding ring. The unex-
pected Lns happencd In Miss Marlowe's
cnse. She hes dellbérately and mmostenta-
tiously Improved. I wns n trifle afmid that
she wis going to be wather burry mnd
road-y, and: g futile effort to “hoom” her
as a “society" attraction, that was pt-
temipted just hefore she opened, very neurly
damaged her prospects Irreparably. Her
foolish nnd Hladvised munagers actunlly
winted it to be understood that Miss
Julle Matlowe was the darling of the Pon-
foiiby de Sugokses and of my Lady Tom-
noddy. Such ldioey 15 ulmost Incompre
liensible.

We have onn “soclety’”” Juliet, nnd she is
at Dily's Theatve, catering, I' mappose: to
Indles lu Metropolltan Opera House dresses,
aud young ‘‘gents™ in Murray Hill elothes,
That Juliet is Mre: PPotter, gnd her nicetisss
Hias lunded her In a labyrinth of yolgaricy,
To recelvs “society' you must dress, and
that ig what Mrs, Potter does, as 1 think
I've remarked before. Julla Murlbwe Is not
80 absorld, and teat 15 why I deplore the
stupldity of hér managers who endeavored
1o uwaken sartprial hopes.

Miss Muorlowe is a sweet, winnlng, whole.
some and delightful Juliet, znd she played
the balcony scone as 1 den't remember ever

having scen It played before. Yon can tn-
derstund ber complelely, and thers was not
4 titter in the House wien she told Ltogieo
that 1L would be twenty years uptil to-
morrow, You reallzetl the faet that it
tm&uuﬁam.

his ve
peech tha Mre. Pottor's _'audleﬂg
t smlle, It sounded so m'yum-m'yumnmy,
JEhe “miask of night'” wis on this dedr
Hitle dullet’s face, and her Komeo would
have been a disgusting coxenmb If he had
%l':'é'tﬂ think thet she was “too ‘quickly
10 feoen and Ye pervemse, and aoy the
8o thou Wit woo; bt olse Dof For
In truth, fals Eﬁ_nlmxf 1 am t:w fond.
g B; :ﬂ;; w:emu:ia Not a bit of !ﬁh si.ham
just foud eno _mmﬂtrw'tncbld
prosale toduy wo‘_ul_d’ be looked upon ns
reprohensilile . forwardness, Srs, Potler
yas foo fond. Mre Potter was a brazen
mink, leanlug on her allken cusblous, sud
“mashing” an inoffensive young mmn In
the way she did  Miss Marlowe's woolng
Wis #t poem from beginnlog to end. 1 don't
wonder that Duge aroae i her box and ap-
plreiided the little actress untll she split her
gloves, 1 do not marvel at Saran's en-
thllrlﬂ.sm. If the New York publle want
duliet they can ses her preciscly 88 she
should be at Palmer’s Theatrel  Every
wovement was gratefal and gracefnl. There
w not o vestige of thostrieniism about
he lmpersountion. . Mjss Marlowe's Jullet
s :

nlﬂ"‘ 1

ﬁ'«t‘ of to-day. Nobody can wlsh

i beiter, 1
| st us hope that Miss Marlowe will ot
v h k_ﬂté&ert_enu Icr.]n'ﬂmi-n fnht. There s
Tende O embonpoint gr 0
(ot sbowld Ve caverully looked nter Tf
ﬁ&u 1o doulit that this young woman, with
T newly acyvired Tabér, wints to be the
Mrs, Keudnl of the Amerlein stage. We
are gulie willlng 1o aceept Mr, and M.
Aabor os a model stage couple—and evers-
body llkes to see u husband and wife play-
g lovers on the stage—bit we must ask
Mg, Taber fo Linltnte meroly the art and
(the conjugal devotion &f Mrs. Kendal, stoer-
'-g-_;ahww from thut lady's elephantine
Robert Taber 1s not at -all the sprt o
1{‘!:0’2: Fho, with - “love's light wlugs.f!
'gll s erpareh’t M Cﬂf t's ganden
Navs' 10 youbn RoRROL Sy D be
ally s
umﬁ,ehtmerr to lds charming wife;f’“bp“u-
on the prosvamme to this effpct wounld be
a great relief, and o)l weild be lmmedidte-
I¥ Torslven. Mrs. Sol Smich, €5 the Narse
dves o caplial l[;c_r'famnnca. ﬂlu :
v fwo exeellent aurses I
¥ In the shape of Mrs, Sol Smith and

“enll for very lttle mention,

Pifty-nlntl street, overlooking|

Mrs, W.. G. Jones, ‘The other characters
They tfré not
reted, and benr the stamp of

well lute
i writ Indellbly upon thelr man-

“the road’
ners,

I wonder If the merry Springtime will
bring us any more Juliets. 1 hobe. ot
‘he only actress T really want to see In the
part 1s Eleanort Duke, and T'm. not nearly
ns anxlous abont it as I was lnst weok be-
fore T lind gcen Julia Marlowe,

- » -

George C. Miln has returned to the Amer-
fean stage. To tell yoo the teuth, I never
knew that he had left it, but the guestion
is searcely worth dlseussing now thnt—like
the cat fn the song—he has come back. 1
should very much like to kpow, however,
where Mr., Miln hog been during his allezed i
absence. Porhaps be liig been taking les- § 2
sons In voice prodoction, for in  *“Julius |
Capsar," at the Broadway, his supply of
voleo Is far lnrger than our modern deinsnd
for 1t. Hpe has enopgh volte to 1l phres
Metropolitan Opern Honees, nand stlll spare
n little for the more bijon thentres, ks
Itterior loryneeal gnments are (o exeellant
orider, and his glottls must be absolutely
perfect. He works his thyvold, ecleold and
arylenold eartilnges for all they are worth,
They eannot lnst long If he: puts them to
sich n sovere test as he (Hd last Wedines-
day niglt as Mork Anthony.

The protuction of *Sullns Chesar'' to-dny
hy any actor that is not a recognized genfus
Is. 4 croel and uniotelligible action. The

lay, In good sooth, i= monstrously prosy.

Zvery Loy at schoo! shonld bLe forced (o
rend T, for tlie sake of 115 superd langhage,
byt ne, theatregoer should b expetted to
«ll through its wenrlness ln the hope of A
flerting three hours' reiaxation. Life is too
sghort for 'STalins Caesar™ on the stage
Iriterpreted by bad setors. The Booth and
Barretr produaetlon was somethlug worth 1
remembering; the George (1. Miln presentn-
tion 8 something distinctly worth forpet-

ting. The acting was so bad and the llnes
were so gloomily spoken that you werc g
ohliged to faH buek on the *“‘plot l’llll(-?'

falling baelk on the plot of “Jullus Chesgr
and trying to ivterest yoursellf In Rewman
politleal LAN DALE.




